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Hell hath no fury... 
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The hotel floor was covered in shards of glass. This was very unusual since the maid cleaned this particular 
suite twice a day. But Axl Rose had barred the door closed, and ripped the telephone off the wall. He had 
demolished every glass thing he could find, trying to deafen the voice in his head replaying his latest fight with 
Slash. It hadn't worked. He crawled onto his bed, shivering but not bothering to cover himself. 

As he began to drift off a loud bang woke him. 


"Axl! Damnit, open this door or | swear Il smash right through it!" 

Axl stumbled in his haste, tripping over the sheets pooling at his ankles. 

"Hold on a second” 

He remembered at the last moment about the glass, and turned on the light. He walked on tiptoe over the 


sparkling floor, throwing the furniture away from the door. He opened it, eyes widening to see the brunette 
standing there. 


"You can't come in" 

"Watch me." 

He tried to push the redhead aside, but Axl grabbed his shoulder. 

"There's glass everywhere." 

Slash turned his head, staring at his hand on his shoulder. Axl blushed, snatching it back. 

"That's the first time in a week you've touched me without trying to hurt me." 

Axl winced, wishing Slash would move his curls so he could see his eyes. He tentatively brushed his hair aside, 
but Slash's face was unreadable. Axl sighed, and closed the door behind his back, leaning on it as he stood in 
the hallway. 

"Do it again" 

Axl blinked, a slight frown somehow adding beauty to his features. 

‘| dare you." 

"Do what Slash?" 

"Try not to hit me.” 

Axl reached for his hand, an easy enough gesture that had never taken place between them. He had almost 
forgotten how warm the guitarists’ palms always were. Slash turned and without releasing his hand. lead him 
back to his own room. He opened his door. 

"Why was there glass on your floor?" 

| threw it there." 

Slash chuckled at his matter-of-fact answer. Axl smiled, tightening his fingers around his hand. The singer 
looked around, his suite was demolished as badly as his own. Slash half-dragged him to his bed, pushing him 
onto the messy spread. 

Gray eyes narrowed at being so roughly treated, but did nothing to stop him. Slash slumped beside him, curling 
a single lock of his strawberry-red hair around his finger at the ceiling. In a rare moment of selflessness, Axl 
wanted more than anything to take that look of pain off his friends' face. Pushing down his pride and praying 


for acceptance, he started unbuckling Slashs' belt. He kept his eyes trained on Slashs' face. His brown eyes 
didn't even blink until his hand started unzipping his jeans. Axl looked away from Slashs' profile, as his hand 


touched bare flesh. He leaned into his lap, kissing the head of his stiffening cock. He lifted his mouth smiling as 
he took in Slashs' panting form. 


"Don't fucking tease me." 

His low growl made him falter in fear. 

"Please." 

He gritted his teeth through the only plea he'd ever said to his singer. Without a word he bent his head back 
down, opening his mouth to take in his length. It had been so long, he almost choked in his haste to hold all of 
him. Slash kept his hair out of his eyes, crying out when his teeth scraped the tip of his cock. Axls' ringed 
hand stroked his thigh then brushed his fingertips gently over his balls. When Slash finally came, he didn’t try 
to pull away from his possessive grip, he swallowed every drop. While Slash caught his breath he shifted back 
beside his guitarist, laying his head on his smooth shoulder. 


"You can't take it all back with a blowjob Axl." 


The man in his arms lifted one long leg over his lap, setting his clothed body over Slashs' exposed one. He 
pulled Slashs' curls back from his eyes. 


‘I'm so sorry for what | said, and for all those black and blues that should have been nail marks of mine 


scratching down your back" 


It took a second for that comment to sink in, when it finally did Slash laughed. The redhead blushed but 


continued. 

"| want to make it up to you. | want to trust you again" 

Slash nodded, a playful smile lighting up his face. 

"You can start to make it up to me tonight, if you're up to it 


The dare in his voice made Axl blush harder. Instead of answering, he lifted his shirt over his head. He lifted 
his crotch form Slashs' discarding his biker shorts. Slashs' face was priceless. 


“Still want me?" 
His teasing voice made his cock rise. 
"Always. Always want you." 


Axl wished he could tell him how much he was wanted too, but his pride wouldn't let him. He kept his eyes on 


his lover, getting off his prone body. He fell to all fours, his hair covering his face. Slash put his hand between 
his shoulderblades, knowing how Axl hated giving up control like this 


"You don't have to do this." 

"| want to." 

Slash ducked under his arm, capturing his mouth in a searing kiss. He stayed like that, craning his head 
uncomfortably, lovingly kissing the mouth that had done nothing but scream at him the whole week. Axl let 
him lead, mentally telling his pride to take a fucking hike. Finally Slash pulled away for some air, reaching over 
Axl for their lube. He almost dropped it in his haste to open the tube. Axl took it from him, rising to his knees. 
Squirting the last of the liquid onto his palm, he blushingly surrounded Slashs' weeping length with his hand. 
When his cock was glistening from his ministrations he met Slashs' gaze. 

"No one has ever done this besides you." 

The last of Slashs' insecurities visibly lifted, as he kissed him again. 

| won't hurt you." 

Axl nodded. 

"| know." 

Slash watched hungrily as Axl moved forward on all fours again. Trying to make the moment last he slowly slid 
his hardness between Axls' cheeks. He held his hips steady, holding him up as he started gliding in and out of 
Axl. It had been so long since he'd touched Axl he felt his body tightening way too soon for his liking. 
"Promise l'm the only one." 

His order was accompanied by harsh jealous thrusts, and Axl whimpered. 

"Not so hard." 

Slash forced himself to slow down, almost losing control as he cam hard in Axls' body. He flipped Axl onto his 
back, knowing he was close too. He wrapped his lips around the base of his cock, and as his tongue stroked his 
underside, Axl screamed through his climax. Slash swallowed, not letting a single drop escape his tongue. He 


kissed his belly button, then flopped down beside him. Axl pulled him into his arms. 


"Slash?" 


He guided the redheads’ cheek to his chest. 


"You're the only one. | promise." 


Slash blinked quickly, and if Axl had seen he would've thought he was trying not to cry. Talented fingers 
snagged deep into his hair. 


"Good. I'd hate to be the only one turning down beautiful women every night” 


Axl laughed snuggling closer into his best friend 


